Wisdom and Destiny

becomes we expose to majestic sorrow;
wherefore none the less does the sage
never cease his endeavours to enlarge this
beautiful surface. Yes, it must be ad-
mitted, destiny is not always content to
crouch in the darkness; her ice-cold hands
will at times go prowling in the light,
and seize on more beautiful victims. The
tragic name of Antigone has already
escaped me; and there will, doubtless,
be many will say, " She surely fell victim
to destiny, all her great force notwith-
standing ; and is she not the instance we
long have been seeking in vain ?" It
cannot be gainsaid: Antigone fell into
the hands of the ruthless goddess, for the
reason that there lay in her soul three
times the strength of any ordinary woman.
She died; for fate had contrived it so
that she had to choose between death and
what seemed to her a sister's imperative
duty. She suddenly found herself wedged
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